of the chef at the Gran Via was beaten by bean, fish
and eggs. Occasionally rice or macaroni would
appear. Madrid was tightening its belt.
At the Telefonica I ran into Delapree, I was very
glad to see bitn again. "And how is la petite amazone
Rosita?" I told him we had parted in Barcelona
over a month ago. In the high-pressure atmosphere
of war, all sense of time vanished. "We must all
lunch together at Marichu's, you, Delmer and
myself."
Marichu's was Madrid's last gastronomic strong-
hold, famed for food in normal times. The charm-
ing Patrona still managed to produce a delicious meal.
One was gkd to pay thirty shillings a head to taste
almost forgotten meat or fresh fish.
Our luncheon-party was a great success. Delmer was
in an excellent mood. With him, was Use W-----the
Press-censor. Ike was a Viennese. With the DoDfuss
dictatorship and the bloody suppression of workers in
Vienna she had joined the illegal Communist party.
An able journalist herself, speaking six languages, she
had been appointed Press-censor in Madrid.
Delapree brought with him Maracine, of the secret
police, rumoured to be its director. Conversation
covered a multitude of topics. Food figured pro-
minently. Delapree and Delmer worked out a plan to
get a supply of food by airmail from Toulouse.
Use tamed to Delmer. "We are to entertain some
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